Annihilating all that's made

To a green Thought in a green Shade.

Here at the Fountains sliding foot,

Or at some Fruit-trees mossy root,

Casting the Bodies Vest aside.

My Soul into the boughs does glide :

There like a Bird it sits, and sings,

Then whets, and combs its silver Wings;

And, till prepar'd for longer flight,

Waves in its Plumes the various Light.

Such was that happy Garden-state,
While Man there walked without a Mate;
After a Place so pure, and sweet,
What other Help could yet be meet !
But 'twas beyond a Mortal's share
To wander solitary there :
Two Paradises 'twere in one
To live in Paradise alone.

How well the skilful Gardner drew
Of flow'rs and herbes this Dial new;
Where from above the milder Sun
Does through a fragrant Zodiack run;
And, as it works, th' industrious Bee
Computes its time as well as we.
How could such sweet and wholsome Hours
Be reckoned but with herbs and flow'rs !
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